5 "We've been with an old, old friend of M\s\ Sdndor
Nadus, who was a newspaperman in the days when M, was
a war correspondent. M, reminded him of a little occur-
rence they had both witnessed in the fall of 1914. The
first wounded Russian prisoners of war were jusr being
brought back from the northern battlefields to Budapest.
The first truinload of wounded Russians arrived in the
early dawn at four o'clock. The newspapermen were
waiting around in the station. The stretchers- with the
wounded were set up in a long line in the square outside
the station; the ambulances were waiting on the other side.

"The chief ambulance surgeon walked along the row
of stretchers, deciding which patient wus to go to which
hospital The wounded Russian prisoners looket! at the
chief doctor in terror. Their officers, to keep them from
surrendering, had warned them on the battlefield that the
Hungarians executed all prisoners of war. And the chief
doctor, walking along the stretcher line, was a portly giant
with a big black beard, with formidable, piercing eyes be-
hind thick spectacles, I Ic was a universally popular figure
in Budapest, a kind-hearted ami jovial fellow, but judging
by his looks alone it was no wonder the Tsar's poor Rus-
sian peasants thought he was Jack Ketch, The newspaper-
men walked along behind the doctor. A Russian private
on one of the stretchers, catching sight of the doctor, sat
up, frightened out of his wits, and began to wail pitifully
for mercy.

"M's above-mentioned friend, the newspaperman, was
suddenly moved to pity for the terrified Russian, 'For
heaven's sake,5 he said, "we've got to show this poor many in an incon-
